The George Sand-

Don't believe a word of that, do write lovely things, and
love your old troubadour who always cherishes you.

G. Sand
Love from all Nohant.

CCLIX.    To GEOKGE SAND

Thursday

Why do you leave me so long without any news of yourself,
dear good master? I am cross with you, there!

I am all through with the dramatic art. Carvalho came here
last Saturday to hear the reading of le Sexe faible, and seemed
to me to be satisfied with it. He thinks it will be a success. But
I put so little confidence in the intelligence of all those rascals,
that for my part, I doubt it.

I am exhausted, and I am now sleeping ten hours a night,
not to mention two hours a day. That is resting my poor
brain.

I am going to resume my readings for my wretched book,
which I shall not begin for a full year.

Do you know where the great Tourgueneff is now?

A thousand affectionate greetings to all and to you the
best of everything from your old friend.

CCLX.    To GEORGE SAND

Sunday . . .

I am not like M. de Vigny, I do not like the "sound of the
horn in the depth of the woods." For the last two hours now
an imbecile stationed on the island in front of me has been
murdering me with his instrument. That wretched creature
spoils my sunlight and deprives me of the pleasure of enjoying
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